That any man should accuse himself unjustly of a deed of a criminal nature seems, on the face of it, incredible. Yet such things occur, and not so rarely a3 might be expected. The stand her trial for the murder of husband or lover her attention to the serious issues at stake is distracted by offers of marriage from men she has never seen?men who evidently rank notoriety above honour, and seek it without inquiring too closely about its nature. From the ranks of these come the soi-disant murderers, who in real life, like the exe cutioner in the Mikado, cannot kill anything?from these, or from a class more pitiable still, for whom, moreover, our pity need not be mingled with either anger or contempt. This is the class of the wearily unfortunate, to whom life and liberty have been so harsh that death or imprisonment seems preferable. Some of these go on tramp because they know that if they are away the parish will do something for their wives and children, and for themselves the scant fare and hard work of a casual ward are better than the enforced idleness and starvation they must otherwise endure. Others steal, and so get sent to prison for more or less lengthened periods; the most desperate accuse themselves of murder, knowing that the last penalty of the law is seldom exacted from those who voluntarily confess their past sins, and hoping for the shelter and comfort of lifelong imprisonment. From one or other of these classes are the self-accusers drawn, but, to whichever they belong, can it be right, because they have committed no crime, to let them go forth without any attempt at supervision being exercised over their distraught minds or despairing hearts ? Some day they maybe tempted to deserve the condemnation they now ask for.
